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Cartoonist Keiji Nakazawa was seven years old and living in Hiroshima in the i\irly 
days of August 1945 when the city was destroyed by an atomic bomb dropped by 
the United States. Starting a few months before that event, his ten-volume saga 
Barefoot Gen shows life in Japan after years of war and privations, as seen through 
the eyes of seven-year-old Gen Nakaoka. 

As Volume Ten begins, the year is 1953. Now an apprentice sign painter, 
Gen has become a skilled artist, while his friends run a thriving dressmaking 
business. Gen falls in love for the first time, but fails to notice that a good friend has 
been caught in the clutches of drug addiction. Heartbreak and loss await Gen as the 
atomic bomb continues to wreak havoc on the lives of people in Hiroshima yeuis 
after the fact. Yet these tragedies also inspire Gen to make the big move to Tokyo to 
pursue his career as an artist. 

"...some of the best comics ever done. Nakazawa, I'm sure, will be considered 
one of the great comic artists of this century, because he tells the 
truth in a plain, straightforward way, filled with real human feelings." 

-R. Crumb, cartoonist 

"Gen effectively bears witness to one of the central horrors of our time. This vivid 
and harrowing story will burn a radioactive crater in your memory that will never 
let you forget it. Gen is one of those very few comix that actually pulls off the 
essential magic trick... those little marks on paper come to fully realized lift’,'’ 

-Art Spiegelman.cartoonki, 
Winner of the Pulitzer Prize for Muu\ 


"Nakazawa's graphic presentation of what it was like to survive the atomic 
bombing of Hiroshima should be required reading for all citizens, beginning with 
the President. Perhaps then we might gain the maturity to stop such madness." 

-Hunter & Amory Lovlns 
Friends of the Earth 
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Gen’s Message: 

A Plea for Nuclear Abolition 


Since the dawn of life on Earth, every living creature 
has engaged in a fierce struggle for survival in the effort 
to perpetuate its species. Some have gone extinct, while 
others have evolved and flourished. 

Among the latter are humans. Evolving from apes, we 
began to walk erect, learned how to use fire, acquired 
language, and eventually created weapons of stone 
and iron with which to hunt game. 

In time We used these weapons not only to kill prey, 
but to attack other humans to satisfy our desire for 
greater wealth and power. From arrows and spears 
we moved on to rifles and cannons — always in the 
direction of facilitating the murder of more people. 

Finally, we developed the most efficient weapon of all, 
the bomb. To create ever more powerful bombs, we 
poured vast amounts of wealth and resources into 
research, assigning whole armies of scientists to the 
task. The result was our invention of the most lethal 
— and the most brutal — means of killing people yet 
produced: the nuclear missile. 

Relegating Hiroshima and Nagasaki to an obscure cor¬ 
ner of history, the nuclear states of the world continue 
to develop these terrible weapons today, in the process 
sacrificing their own citizens and those of the territories 
they control. At nuclear test sites in Semipalatinsk, in 



the Sahara, in Polynesia, the damage to inhabitants of 
the surrounding region and their environment has been 
incalculable. 

Meanwhile, the Chernobyl disaster of 1986 demonstrat¬ 
ed the dangers of “peaceful" uses of nuclear energy. 

For a time after that devastating accident, the prolifera¬ 
tion of nuclear power plants in Europe and elsewhere 
was put on hold. But now, in the name of providing 
“green energy” to mitigate global warming, business is 
picking up again for the nuclear industry. At Chernobyl, 
the explosion of a single reactor unleashed a catastro¬ 
phe of global proportions; even today, millions of people 
suffer from illness and the threat of premature death 
because of it. 

Japan alone has over fifty nuclear reactors in operation. 
A missile striking one of those reactors could in effect 
function as a nuclear weapon, even without a nuclear 
warhead. Herein lies the true, albeit hidden, nature 
of “peaceful” nuclear power. Whether triggered by an 
earthquake, accident, or attack, it contains the seeds of 
horrific destruction. 

Those who ignore the past are condemned to repeat 
it. From the tragedies of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, we 
must take to heart the lesson that nuclear weapons 
and nuclear power cannot coexist with life on Earth. 

If we truly believe that we are the stewards of all cre¬ 
ation, then we must abandon nuclear weapons and 
power forever. 

As Gen travels the world, sharing his story with 
children everywhere, we entrust in him a message 
of peace and nuclear abolition, and wish him a safe 
and fruitful journey. 


The Translators and Editors at Project Gen 
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Looking back, we see that 1952 was a 
historic year! On April 28 the peace 
and security treaties with America 
)ok effect, launching Japan back onto 
the world stage as an independent 
nation... 
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Nor can we forget the Bloody 

May Day incident, when 6,000 
demonstrators gathered 
before the Imperial Palace 
without a permit and clashed 
with police. Two were shot 
and killed! That’s 



Prime Minister was forced^j^BB 

To us citizens, it was a new low in 
government. Is it not we who should 
be shouting “Jackass!" at the lot of 
them? I ask you! Stop wasting our 
taxes, you jackasses! 

(■Hal 




But never fear! 

I know the secret 
that will lift your 
sagging spirits 
and bring you 
cheer! 






















































































10 



11 













































































































































777777 






All right, it's a deal. 
But you better hold up 
your end of it! We'll 
bring the dresses as 
soon as Katsuko has, 
'em ready. 




We've got JP Vowl We've already 
¥600,000, TC saved up that much? 
Ryuta. Jb> y ° u really know how 
to handle money! 


e been thinking' 


You're amazing, 


Title: Account Passbook 


its time to get £» Musubi , y ouV ' 
some blueprints H od , Praise 
drawn up for b e to Buddha! 

the shop. 


























































































Wow! It won't be long now before you and 
me and Katsuko will have our own shop. 
Woo hoo! It's gonna be great! I get an 
energy boost just thinking about it! 
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Why are we singing this song? 
I’m not singing it! It glorifies the 
emperor. I hate the emperor! 




And on top of that, the Japanese army 
killed over 30 million people in China, 
Korea, and other parts of Asia — 
all in the name of the emperor. 





































































When I heard about the army's "Three 
Alls" policy -- kill all, loot all, burn all — 

I actually threw up. Our fellow Asians 
were subjected to unspeakable atrocities. 
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Even the great 
Japanese Empire will# 
fall to ruin if our kidsc^ 
start heaping scorn c 
on the Emperor <• 
like that. 


I gave up three nights of sleep 
preparing a message to the youth 
of today about how indebted we 
are to the Emperor, and it 
was all for nothing! 



Have you no idea how 
hard I've been working, 
and how concerned I am 
^ for the future of 
Japan? 





apologies 
cured ever 
thing we 
wouldn't 
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Have you ever thought about how 
many promising young men died 
pointless deaths because of you 
doddering old coots? 
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For the price of a postcard, we can call up 
as many men as we want and drive them all 
like slaves. But we can't replace our horses. 
Men are beneath horses! Drink some horse 
piss and apologize! 
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Hello! 

Good 

afternoon, 

sirl 


members of 

the graduating 
class would like 
to show their 
gratitude with 


We'd like the 
teachers listed 
on this sheet to 
honor us with 
presence. 












































































Above blackboard: Apply yourself 
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Well, I say it's time 
to stop looking back 
and concentrate on 
moving forward. 


You know, 
Crapamori, I can’t 
think of a single 
good memory from 


On greening 
mountains. 
Early blossoming 
cherries 
Beneath the vast 
blue sky 
Quicken our 
dreams today... 


Same here. Going hungry, crying 
every day, the A-bomb leveling 
the whole city... It’s been one 
sad thing after another. I'm 


So long to 
those tired 
^old cloaks, 
J So long to 
those 
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"When I saw you under 
the apple tree. 

The very first time you 
put up your hair. 
Wearing o'er your temple 
a flower comb 
I thought Oh, whi 
sweet flower you 


reached out with your 
gentle white hand 
To give to me an apple you 
had picked; 

d with the soft blush of 
that autumn fruit 
felt the first flush of 


Is that some 
kinda prayer 
you're reciting, 
Sen? 



*Poet and novelist, 1872-1943 (English translation by Wayne P. Lammers) 
















































































"When unawares I 
heaved a blissful sigh,7 
And on your flowing 
tresses fell my breath.C 
So tenderly did you 
let me drink 
From the rapturousj 
goblet of love... 


W 


, Beneath the trees in 
the apple grove 
A narrow footpath 
? appeared in the grass: 

> ‘Who could it be who 

> first trod this way?' 

You asked, and 
P ensnared my heart 
the more." 
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Sales have been dropping off 
at an alarming rate recently. 
It's because you're all a bunch 
of lazy rotten bums. 
















































































If Japan keeps turning 
out losers like you, 
our businesses will 
fail and the country 
doomed! 
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That's \ 
exactly A^O/Y 
right! 

c _ r __\ ^’SSSSSy \/_L.I 





























































64 






















































































































































68 



69 
































































































71 






























































72 



73 































































75 




































































76 



























































































































































































































































































































85 
































































































































































|ggjp|p 


W^0k% 

4&SM 

I love you! I love you so much! 

Love, love, love, love... I love you so much! 

In sketchbook: I wont to see you ogoin. 

Where can I find you? I love you! I 
love youl I love you! I want to see you 
and share my thoughts with you. 

He drew those pictures straight 
from memory! That should tell you 
how deep his feelings are for you. 

''EiSt ^The poor guy! 
> My own heart 
aches to see 
^ him in such 

"(j!T .7 misery. 

j._ Bl 

m H Wk 
































































siE 

There's plenty of jj 


Boy, do I feel 
like an idiot. ^ 

I can't believe S-Bpls 

I actually 

begged you. \ 

r ^gzjj^S£ 

° mmm >ip 

k - °p_L \ 1-[,. tsugSIL: I' 1 

1 5 When a man falls in love, 

5 A single star in the nighttime sky 

J > Slows a little brighter 

I > As, with overflowing heart, 

* He yearns for spring, 

Dreaming of the day, 

y- When a man's heart is captured, 
l^iHe puts his all on the line — 
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But then I learned that a neighbor 
had found you and was taking care 
of you. I couldn't have been happier. 
I could hardly believe you'd actually 


I thought I'd been 
left all alone in the 
world. I could see 
nothing but darkness 


You gave me a 
reason to live 
again. 
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Luckily, we could 
buy leftover army 
printer's ink for 
cheap, so I started 
a signboard company, 
and it turned into 
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“Soryaa 
yaatoko sei, 
yooi ya na, are 
waisei, kore 
waisei...!" 


Miyajima island 
where they give 
thanks to the 


"Soryaa 
yaatoko 
sei, yooi 
ya 
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Luckily, some of the 
deer got away into the 
hills, and they've been 
brought back here 
now to breed. 


me m 
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He doesn't have 
the first idea 
how we suffered 
at home from 
he war and the 
atomic b 
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Later, when I searched 
the ruins for their bones, 
I couldn't stop crying, "I'm 
sorry. Mother! I'm sorry, 
Satoru!" 
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You have no idea how 
worried we were, Musubi. 
It hasn't been the same 
around here without you. 


















































































































































And they don't just kill people. 
They kill whole countries. The 
Opium Wars in China are the 
perfect example. 


You guys laughed when I didn't 
know about Philopon a while 
back, so I went to the library 
and studied up on drugs. 


■ was back in the 
1840s. To turn China 
into their colony, the 
British flooded the 
country with opium. 


Millions of Chinese became 
addicted to opium and lost 
all desire to work. Pretty 
soon the Chinese economy 
was in ruins. 
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I read in the paper that 
there's been a jump in 
cases of leukemia among 
A-bomb survivors. 


Here it is eight years later, and the 
damn A-bomb's still attacking us. To 
think the Yanks dropped such a hideous 
bomb without a second thought... 
it makes my blood boil. 


Wars, the bomb... 
they just keep 
killing people off 
like insects. I 
can't stand it. 





































































Gen, I've decided to 
fight back against 
those who destroy 
people's lives throug 
wars and bombs. 





























































































JarreI: Donations — 

Support the Carp 
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It's so true, what you say 
about the war and the 
bomb bringing nothing 
but grief. I lost five of 


Men run off to 

fight their stupid 
wars, and it's 
always us women 
who are left 
crying in the 
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So who stepped in to feed 
all those starving orphans? 
The yakuza! We knew what 
was right, and don't you 
forget it! 
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S§j 

m 


happening a ^pSSjBBlMLsound good, 
feel like I'm <j*^Vg^!U|£been to a 

understand why 
one who lived through 
the A-bomb might not 
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Man, that Mitsuko's a real 
fireball, Sen! Marry a girl 
like that and you'll be one 
henpecked hubby all your 
life. Whoo, what a scary 
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I understand 
your 

daughter's 
an A-bomb 
survivor. / 
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DAMN 

you, 

you 

SHIT- 


I'd better not 
ever see you 
swaggering 
around and 
glorifying war 
after this. 


I hope you've 
learned your 
lesson from your 
daughter’s death, 
you Stinking old 
































































Sniff... A girl who 
wanted to be a 
doctor so she could 
save people's lives 
has her own life 


Ryuta! Why is it 
that all the people 
I love keep dying? 


some 
kind of 
jinx? 
Am I an 
of 


































































































































200 




Please don't grieve over my death. 
Instead, turn your grief into anger 
at those who started the war and 
dropped the A-bomb. They're the 
ones responsible for this disease. 


And please stop singing the praises 
of war. I hate it when you do that. 
I can't bear watching you playing 
at war or speaking so fondly of it. 
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Dearest Father, I've grown 
exhausted from trying to hide 
my pain behind a smile. Please 
let me go quietly to my rest. 
Good-bye. 


Sniff... Sob... You were such a 
wonderful daughter, Mitsuko. 
So thoughtful. Hiding your pain 
just to keep me from worrying... 




What a fool I was ( 
not to realize what 

through! 
monumental f 
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Some drug addict 
went bonkers and 
died. The police 
won't even bother 
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N-no words can 
express how sorry I 
am. No apology would 
be good enough. 
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When you told me you'd 
marry me, Ryuta, you 
made me so happy. 











































































Then there are the arms 
merchants, with their lies and 
empty slogans about fighting 
a just war to drive out the 
American and British devils. 



It's not fair that the people who sowed 
the seeds of war are still strutting around, 
still in positions of power! This country 
needs to hold its own trials to call the 
emperor and the other war leaders to 
account. 


The people of this 
country are too soft. 
We're letting the 
worst criminals get 
off scot-free. 
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If they hadn't been shaken to their 
senses by the bombs at Hiroshima 
and Nagasaki, the emperor and his 
War Council would've just kept " 
war going — even when they ' 
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Pull yourself together, Gen. A 
young guy like you shouldn't be 
feeling so down — not when he's 
holding a treasure you couldn't 
buy at any price! 


I’m just sick 
and tired of 
everything. I 
don't know 
what to do. 



247 

















































































249 






































































250 



251 




























































































Good-bye,streets 

of Hiroshima! 

Good-bye, 
mountains of 
Hiroshima! 



Good-bye to 
the sky and 
earth that 
nurtured me 
S_to this day 
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About Project Gen 

Namie Asazuma 
Coordinator, Project Gen 

In the pages of Barefoot Gen, Keiji Nakazawa brings to life a 
tragedy unlike any that has ever befallen the human race before. 
He does not simply depict the destructive horror of nuclear 
weapons, but tells of the cruel fate they visited upon victims and 
survivors in the years to come. Yet Gen, the young hero of this 
story, somehow manages to overcome one hardship after anoth¬ 
er, always with courage and humor. Barefoot Gen's tale of hope 
and human triumph in the face of nuclear holocaust has inspired 
volunteer translators around the world, as well as people working 
in a variety of other media. Over the years Gen has been made 
into a three-part live-action film, a feature-length animation film, 
an opera, and a musical. 

The first effort to translate Barefoot Gen from the original 
Japanese into other languages began in 1976, when Japanese 
peace activists Masahiro Oshima and Yukio Aki walked across 
the United States as part of that year's Transcontinental Walk for 
Peace and Social Justice. Their fellow walkers frequently asked 
them about the atomic bombing of Hiroshima, and one of them 
happened to have a copy of Hadashi no Gen in his backpack. The 
Americans on the walk, astonished that an atomic bomb survivor 
had written about it in cartoon form, urged their Japanese friends 
to translate it into English. Upon returning to Japan, Oshima and 
Aki founded Project Gen, a non-profit, all-volunteer group of 
young Japanese and Americans living in Tokyo, to do just that. 
Project Gen went on to translate the first four volumes of Barefoot 
Gen into English. One or more of these volumes have also been 
published in French, German, Italian, Portuguese, Swedish, 
Norwegian, Indonesian, Tagalog, and Esperanto. 

By the 1990s Project Gen was no longer active. In the mean¬ 
time, author Keiji Nakazawa had gone on to complete ten vol¬ 
umes of Gen, and expressed his wish to see the entire story 
made available to non-Japanese readers. Parts of the first four 
volumes had also been abridged in translation. A new generation 
of volunteers responded by reviving Project Gen and producing a 
new, complete and unabridged translation of the entire Gen 
series. 

The second incarnation of Project Gen got its start in Moscow 
in 1994, when a Japanese student, Minako Tanabe, launched 
"Project Gen in Russia" to translate Gen into Russian. After pub- 



















lishing the first three volumes in Moscow, the project relocated to 
Kanazawa, Japan, where volunteers Yulia Tachino and Namie 
Asazuma had become acquainted with Gen while translating a 
story about Hiroshima into Russian. The Kanazawa volunteers, 
together with Takako Kanekura in Russia, completed Russian vol¬ 
umes 4 through 10 between 1999 and 2001. 

In the spring of 2000, the Kanazawa group formally established 
a new Project Gen in Japan. Nine volunteers spent the next three 
years translating all ten volumes of Gen into English. The trans¬ 
lators are Kazuko Futakuchi, Michael Gordon, Kyoko Honda, 
Yukari Kimura, Nobutoshi Kohara, Kiyoko Nishita, George 
Stenson, Michiko Tanaka, and Kazuko Yamada. 

In 2002, author Keiji Nakazawa put the Kanazawa team in con¬ 
tact with Alan Gleason, a member of the first Project Gen, who 
introduced them to Last Gasp of San Francisco, publisher of the 
original English translation of Gen. Last Gasp agreed to publish 
the new, unabridged translation of all ten volumes, of which this 
book is one. 

In the hope that humanity will never repeat the terrible tragedy 
of the atomic bombing, the volunteers of Project Gen want chil¬ 
dren and adults all over the world to hear Gen's story. Through 
translations like this one, we want to help Gen speak to people in 
different countries in their own languages. Our prayer is that 
Barefoot Gen will contribute in some small way to the abolition of 
nuclear weapons before this new century is over. 

Write to Project Gen c/o Asazuma, Nagasaka 3-10-20, Kanazawa 
921-8112, Japan 



Keiji Nakazawa lives with his wife in the suburbs of Tokyo, 
and remains actively involved in the work of the Project Gen 
volunteers. Now retired from cartooning, his most recent 
project was a live action film he wrote and directed about 
young people growing up in postwar Hiroshima. He is cur¬ 
rently working on another film scenario. 





